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But now let tlie good Maton speak, what he, over in
La Force, in the same hours, is suffering and witnessing.
This Resurrection by him is greatly the best, the least
theatrical of these Pamphlets; and stands testing by
documents:

* Towards seven o'clock', on Sunday night, 'prisoners
were called frequently, and they did not reappear.
Each of us reasoned, in his own way, on this singularity:
but our ideas became calm, as we persuaded ourselves
that the Memorial I had drawn up for the National
Assembly was producing effect'.

* At one in the morning, the grate which led to our
quarter opened anew.   Four men in uniform, each with
a drawn sabre and blazing torch, came up to our corri-
dor, preceded by a turnkey; and entered an apartment
close to ours, to investigate a box there, which we heard
them break up.   This done, they stepped into the
gallery and questioned the man Cuissa, to know where
Lamotte' (Necklace's Widower) 'was.   Lamotte, they
said, had some months ago, under pretext of a treasure
he blew of, swindled a sum of three-hundred livres from
one of them, inviting him to dinner for that purpose.
The wretched Cuissa, now in their hands, who indeed
lost his life this night, answered trembling, That he
remembered the fact well, but could not teU what was
become of Lamotte.   Determined to find Lamotte and
confront him with Cuissa, they rummaged, along with
this latter, through various other apartments;   but
without effect, for we heard them say: " Come search
among the corpses then; for, nom de Dieu I we must
find where he is ".

* At this same time, I heard Louis Bardy, the Abbe*
Bardy's name called: he was brought out; and directly
massacred, as I learnt.   He had been accused, along
with his concubine, five or six years before, of having
murdered and cut in pieces his own Brother, Auditor
of the Chambre des Comptes of Montpelier;  but had
by his subtlety, his dexterity, nay his eloquence, out-
witted the judges, and escaped.

' One may fancy what terror these words, " Come